Where Does Lost Time Go 


Where does lost time go 

at the end of each day? 

Ask! No one can honestly say 
‘cause no one truly knows. 


Alas, do the soft clouds 

ever lay down their tired heads? 
Well ... where are their beds 

as they drift all around. 


And the poor, gentle wind 
whispers back, sadly apart 
sharing secrets of the heart 
as it gathers up our Sins. 


When the sun banes to sets 
Upon the distant waters 
Can we see the sea boil 
and hear the oceans’ hiss? 


After evening’s sunset 

the stars they do appear here 
silently coy as if this were 
the first time they have met. 


When our daily toil is ended 
and we are robbed of lust 
are we then crumbled dust ... 
are our frail sense offended? 


Alas, when the sun again 
appears afresh in the morn 

Are all our dreams forsworn? 
The hard night did pass in vain? 


When from our sleep we do rise 
with the dark passage of time 


More words, that together do rhyme 
Sweep across our furrowed minds. 


Ask me where lost time goes 
One instant it is here 

And then next it is there 
Don’t ask ... no one knows. 


